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ELLEN TERRY. “ Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 


Her infinite variety.’ 


PAGE TWO THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THIS IS 
ZEBO— 


The Liquid Grate Polish nf: 
in a Sprinkler Tin—which 
is satisfying the desire of 
British Housewives for a 
quicker way of polishing 
their stoves and grates. [he 
polish comes quickly—lasts 


' 
"ty 


long—and is intensely black. 


ZEBO 


Liquid Grate Polish 
EASY, QUICK & CLEAN 


RECKITT & SONS, LTD., 


Makers of Robin Starch, Reckitt’s 
Blue, Brasso Metal Polish, etc. 


TURMEY 
“SE Srenp 


BICYCLE : 
arid ince Inakes Cycling fasy 


the Country. 


ROM the moment of mixing 
to the pleasing finish, Robin 
Starch is helpful. Here are some of 
the reasons for Robin’s reputation. 


It is easy to mix. 

It does not stick to the iron. 
It contains the gloss. 

It can be used for all purposes 
for which Starch is needed. 


STARCH 


and you will discover other 
advantages for yourself. 


Sold in lta., 24d. 5d. & 10d. Boxes. 
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RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL 


ACukers of Zebo Liquid Grate Polish. 
Brasso, Zebra Grate Polish. ete 
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This is the polis 

for you. 
Of course you may think ['p Nieto. see 
prejudiced, but just let me pol ie 
any piece of metal work in be 
house, and see how quickly : 
easily I do it—and what a shine 


RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL & LONDON — [if nc. Slo 
: 4 ag 3 
Makers of Zebra Grate Polishes O - tly Ms °Pportul 
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Please mention this paper when replying to advert!s® 


T READ 
HE SWORD OF 
JUSTICE. 


Ni SEE Pace six. 


Wag THE HALF-HOLIDAY." 


: Ment part of the World, post free : 3 months, 

_ 6s.; 12 months (including all Special 

Ta 12s, Jn stamps or P.O.0.’s to THR 

’ rac “‘THe SLOPERIES,” iG: Wing Orfricz 
RET Street, LONDON, E.C. 
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to He, on application, Reading Cases, fres of 


ls, Restaurants, etc. 


Sates and Contents Bills will be sent post free 
‘ 
in 


| greg dents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 

: “Onte: "ust enclose a stamped enve.ope large enouch 
oe the contributions submitted. Under no 

®ap,, tons will attention be given to work sent 
Pfoval, Do not enclose loose stamps. 


Editorial Chat 


Sn, Women, and Things of the 
Moment. 


I THOUGHT the car- 
toon of the Prince of 
Wales. which appeared 


on the front page 
of our issue No, 24, 
dated 2lst April—in 
which his Reyal 
Highness was de- 
picted in most of 
his sporting activi- 
ties—was 8Q good, 
that I decided to 
“awin send him the orig- 
We, & by Mr. J. H. Walker, together with a 
Bie Rati issue which it adorned, and I was very 
we, tro €d when, a few days later, I received a 
W 8 m™ St. James’s Palace signifying the 
tin, eptance; and I have no doubt that by 
Poth the drawing and “The Half-Holiday ” 
anded round for the amusement and 

the Royal circle. 


Re . . * - ~“ 


hed illustration this week is, in my 
pete €ven finer artistic effort than the one 


wy Mitpepet Probably no living actress’s face 
~~) of Bar to the general public today than 
Meld len Terry, who, despite her great age, 
“thy Secure place in the hearts of all theatre- 
* he the demise of Sarah Bernhardt, Ellen 
ay ood secure upon the highest pinnacle 
ey, tt: naan the great actresses of the past and 
agai although she may never face the foot- 
. ‘2, she nevertheless remains to the end 
Pian Queen.” 
AO 9 * . . . . 
by hin be noticed that this week Jim Larkin 
Ka rtic “elf in the clutches of the Ku Klux Klaa, 
tea. wWful tribunal he appears to me to have 
" With undue leniency. And I venture to 
Nay bie t al « Half-Holiday ” readers who can re- 
*8perate agitation in Dublin some years 
U, Mow anything of his subsequent conduct 
“A. will agree with me. Whatever the 
Steg igi Motive that may lay behind—no matter 
terested the principles which are being 
Ny Seng, encouragement to wholesale murder 
‘a, ““"l destruction is outside the pale of justifi- 


b * 7 o 


ds a 
“Wao geht have been expected, Mrs. Malaprop- 
4 Ain, “Naged to catch a glimpse of the Royal 
Mei8coy 2° other day, and I think you will find 
ta mt Of her experience on that occasion some- 
“ne, if you will turn to page 11. 
ue * « . e . 
tnt rag’ by the letters I am receiving daily, the 
*e ‘Ko; ‘cal alteration in the make-up of “The 
He “Vv” has met with general approval, and 
“Ay, ion one encouraged to go even further in the 
y the complete modernising of the antique 
er.’? 


We are inclined to act upon the 


; 8 
ey torn, °Pportunity occurs; but the. complete 


¥ Me ton of a weekly periodical into an en- 
Wang SUise cannot be done by the mere waving 
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GIRLS WHO HELP. 
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THE PLEASURE-BOAT GIRL. 


Who makes a trip to Margate seem like a voyage to 
the South Seas. 


Jot 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 
BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


THE ENGLISHMAN’S PRIVILEGE. 


We grumble that the weather’s hot, 
Or if the weather’s cold; 

We grumble that we are too young, 
Or that we’re getting old. 

We grumble if the earth is dry, 
We grumble if it’s wet; 

We grumble if we see no ice, 
Or if a frost we get. 

We grumble that the country’s slow, 
And that the town is fast; 

We grumble time so slowly goes 
And that so soon it’s past; 

We grumble at Republicans, 
We grumble at a King; 

We grumble at another's fault 
Yet do the self-same thing. 

We grumble if a man is hung, 
We grumble if he’s not; 

We grumble if a war is sprung, 
In peace we cry for shot. 

We grumble at all foreign ways, 
Yet imitate them here 

We grumble that, the beef is tough 
And grumble at the beer. 

We grumble that one speaks too plain, 
Another that he mumbles; 

And I am grumbling now that life 
Is so made up of grumbles! 


READ 
ABOUT 


JIM LARKIN. 
SEE PAGE FIVE. 


“I Have a Song:to 
Sing, Ho!”’ 


By “THE BARD.” 


AN ODE TO SPRING. 


"Tis spring! ’Tis spring! 
And everything 
Begins to sing. 
(Which is not bad 
For a growing lad.) 
And even the Bard, 
Who finds it hard. 
His difficult rhymes will string. 


'Tis spring! ‘Tis spring! 
The lark on the wing 
Makes the welkin ring 
With his carolling 

(That’s rather good, 
Though a little bit crude), 
And the baritone thrush 
Wakes the twilight hush 
When the sunset hlush 
Over reed and rush 

And the grasses hush— 
(Oh, that’s all rot! 

You’re tied in a knot. - 
To make it plain 

Just begin again.) 


"Tis spring! "Tis spring! 

Where Love is King, 

And the flanvers cling 

To the boys who fling 

Their arms without check 

Round each fair young neck. 

And lips meet lips 

In long sweet sips 

Of joy divine. 

Souls intertwine— 

(Oh, stop, stop, stop,! 

It’s time to drop 

Such rotten stuff, 

We've had enouzh.) 

If you’ve a tip 

You can let slip. 

Say without sin 

What’s going to win 
THE DERBY. 


ot 


A young mother who had just returned from 
India, engaged a new nurse for her baby. 

The nurse came to her, complaining: 

“T don’t know what’s the matter, madam, but 
the little one cries and cries. I can do nothing to 
quiet it.” 

The mother thought a moment, then, brighten- 
ing up, said: 

“T remember now. Baby’s last nurse was @ 
black one. You will find the stove polish on the 
third shelf in the kitchen.” 


No, this 
Tonbridge on the war-path, but only one of our 
tame artists seizing an opportunity. 


is not ex-Councillor Donald Clark of 


PAGE FOUR 


Hello! Hello!!--’Ullo!! 


WHAT. Lardi? 


* * * * 


Yes. Lardi? Good-day, Lardi!! 
* 

Oh! yes—yes—yes; it is quite true that we have 
got a new dining-room carpet—yes, and new chairs, 
and a new Chesterfield—oh! you want to know how 
we got it, when everyone knows thut Pa is—er—er— 
well, not exactly affluent, do you? 

—_ * - , * 

Well. it was like this. Ma was going away for a 
week’s holiday, and, before she went, she said this 
to Pa: 

“Now, look here, Ally, we must have a new 
carpet in the dining-room, and I—by means of strict 
economy and self-denial—have saved £20 from house- 
keeping to buy one with. Here is the money—I 
leave it with you-—to go and spend to the 
very best advantage on a carpet. And if, by any 
chance, you should—er—mislay the money, and I 
do not see the carpet on my return, there will 


TO-DAY’S THE DAY 


The yesterday is “dead,” no power 
On earth can reinstall it; 
Regret no more the wasted hour— 
You cannot now recall it. 


To-morrow still is far away; 
It comes, nor can you choose it; 
Your life’s true centre is to-day !- 
So look around and use it. 
Time in its course none can arrest 
Resistless it advances; 
Snatch from it therefore, what is best, 
And what your iay enhances! 


of 


AN UP-TO-DATE 
PROPOSAL. 


I. who had never thought to wed, 
Plead, Gladys, for your hand; 

I absolutely lost my head 
When first your face I scanned; 

Give me the right to call you wife. 
And crown with joy my lonely life! 


Your features, viewed from any point, 
A looking-glass would crack! 

And, oh! how each protruding joint 
Makes beautiful your back! 

Ah. let me have you for my own, 
Sweet, ugly creature—mainly bone! 


So hideously beautiful 
A girl I’ve never seen! 
Of all the modern ugly school 
You surely are the queen! 
My honest passion do not slight 
Sweet maid and most appalling fright! 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


be greater trouble in this house than there has ever 
been before!!”’ 
« - * * _ 

Yes, that’s what Ma said, and, in reply, Pa told 
her that as she had been willing to trust him with 
her life, surely she could feel safe at trusting him 
with such a comparatively small thing as £20! 

« . . . — 

Ma went. I was busy with my own affairs. 
But, all the same, I wasn’t too busy to notice the 
fact that, next day, Pa went to the races, and came 
back, not only sleepy and unsteady on his legs, but 
also dreadfully frightened and depressed. 

. . e * * 

“Had a good day, dear?’ I asked. 

“Lost every d——d cent!’’ he replied, tragieally. 
And in my own heart (oh! yes, I’ve still got one 
right enough!) I felt I knew what had happened 
to the twenty quid that was to buy the carpet! 

. o _ e . 


Well, on the day following Pa’s busterino at the 
races, Siggy took me out to dine, dance, and sup, 
and it was not until past one that he brought me 
home in a taxi. 

- . — * 

“Do let me come in just for a minute to—er—er 

—to see that you are all safe!’ he pleaded. 
s * se s 

So, as he was such a thoroughly kissable sort of 

boy, I consented. 
¢ * e 2 . 

We crept in, noiselessly closed the front door, 
silently crawled into the dining-room, and then— 
without troubling to switch on the light to—er—er— 
well, you know what it is like after a fizz supper, 
and when the bov is attractive as well as ardent, 
don’t you? 

e * e . o 

As I am engaged to Bob, of course I didn’t mean 
Siggy to kiss me. but he had been doing it for 
more than ten minutes before I seemed fully to 
realise what was happening. (What? Kiss him 
back? Oh! I may have done—I am so dreadfully 
absent-minded, and when a babit is second nature— 
er—I mean. and when one doesn’t think, one is apt 
to do anything that one feels would be kind and 
obliging !) 

— . > * . 

“What a pet vou are’ he was saying, when a 
sound—a sound of creaking boards—reached our 
ears. 

* . 2 eo . 

“Good heavens! A burglar—out in the hall— 
coming this way!” I whispered. 

“We'll hide—if he sees us. he may stun us, or 
gag us!” This was Siggy’s most sensible reply; 
and, as he spoke, he dragged me behind the cur- 
tains which were pulled across the bow window, and 


way ™ 
pid? 
which completely hide from view anyone 
hind them r) 


e a + + 3 ye 
And there we waited in breathless 5i!@ au” 
suspense; but not for long in suspense, — 30 0 
moment later. the door opened to admit pt? 
who switched on the light directly he J 
? 


' 


Be * . * ° . gv? 

And who was this midnight intrudet 4 ay 
come to steal?—er—er—well, Pa has got a jo 
many thinga that there isn’t very mu y, 


P ' 
ateal* * + 7 - * 


jpe 
And what was he doing? Sort of sore 
dripping and rubbing sounds told us that 


was happening—but what could it be? ? 
» © « * ¢ P 3 
And at last I felt IT must know, 80 voy i 
thily and gently, I parted the curtains lee, vy > 
inch, and looked out—looked out to gh! is *e pe 
what a shock!—to see no less terrible a ® fy Ny Pl; 
Pa holding in his hand a can marked “PA art % dj 
out of which he was pouring fluid on  g#%! Mage, 
chairs and Chesterfield (very old and shabbY’ 5 . the 
know!). and then on to the worn threadbat® B) ‘nae at 
» 8 . ’ + wis f \," 2a 
When this task was finished, he put iy! Zé Ne er, 
into his pocket—of course, to feel for a me pe yf Mh, Mer, 
there wasn’t one there, so he had to leav@ “4 W# \. Ls 
and go along to the kitchen to find one— yo % 
he was gone, Siggy and I took the opP®™ 4 Rdg 
make our escape. | Wa 
+. + . * ve Oy! by tte ( 
I went back with him to the taxi, amd ye if we a 
me to the Egg-and-Bake Club, where we 9% oi! rt e. 
f a.m.—and when I returned home, it © vith oy 
> 


the whole house in a panic, because, in agit p 
fire had broken out in the dining-room, 
the carpet and the furniture!!! Fy 
Py . « * . f \,4 : 
dow yt iy “ew 
Later on, the Insurance people came ret j ‘ye Ue. 
the result that—er—er—well, that when M® o he te 
Wn. 


she found new chairs and Chesterfield, wet d 4 aa, 
a new carnet, and Pa rigged out in a * 5 y %, Na 
suit, with the wine cellar thoroughly wel! ? how, 
* * . - pm iv ty } 

Of course. I can never feel the same 0 ih wa 
I?—can I?—can I. Lardi?—where are yOu i] Me. Mr 
Exchange! What has happened?—Cut “3 ita C 
long ago? Ten minutes!! Oh! well, pe Mee k 
better 90! 47.3 


. . . a * we we 
I was only talking to my friend about on 1% 


ther, and so as she is—er—not always very oft Ty, 

p’raps it is just as well, after all, that ” nef i," m2 

hear what I had to say about—er—the yf ’ 
. 


Yes, thank you-—-no, thank you. T wo 
now! 


“Did you hear about Lucille’s uncle leaving her five thou.?” ad 


“Yes; | should have thought that the last thing he would have done.” 


“It was.” 


. 
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de, JIM 


Weta, Mtastically cloaked and hooded Court of 


Qj Tanch of the Ku Klux Klan was assem- 


8 tee 
Nyerbea, Secret subterranean chamber awaiting 
th 4Nce of the person it was its purpose to 
at ni 
ight. 


Ae ate 


J 
= 


=e 
as 


Stra 
i a mugely-garbed figures sat in utter silence 
p' \ Yang By onless as the stone pillars by which 
o ee “Wrrounded. So quiet was the crypt that 
. 


M 4:5... 
\ sticking of a huge antique clock sounded 
*ady beating of the old earth’s hidden 


haenny 
i) Pea’ : the death-like tranquility that seemed 
®t the sombre scene was disturbed. Faint 


Ooi wt of .. 

oY, Ni din, tistant yoices came echoing through a 
Pat mm Re 3 “8sage, and increased steadily in volume 
if Who, Waying and struggling group of persons 
J they proceeded could be distinguished. 


A THE PRISONER APPEARS. 


“J i Nite, Loments more. and the words that were 
# yt “i could be picked out, and the composi- 
‘ y atte, Party descried. There appeared to be 
My wm, Officers of the Klan, and in the midst 
#) 8g Only tall individual in ordinary garb, 
tiiped up a fierce but ineffectual struggle 
tthe ‘Mself from their hold. 
i 7 ome of his voice was equalled by the 
p ay a the language he was using—if language 
é : be ued. consisting, as it did, of a mix. 
He ly Wery epithets and Irish curses, 
ity oe up, I tell yez!” he roared, making a 
1 Fit Dyn Pee, alg to shake himself free. ‘Let me up, 
% Yer 8€, by the sowl of O’Halloran’s pig, I’ll 
ve wp rocks through the back of yer necks! 
» ‘a * Jest quit mussing me about like a 


‘yy I barkeens handlin’ a gunman on the East 
& don’ 


Qu; t stand for this. you tea-cosy-covered 
pS i or there’il be murther!’”’ 


I “COLD CREAM.” 


Wk 

aKa... 
’ *e os went the electric call-bell in the office 
fb 8g)! Hotel. 


iN Went rent the bead-porter’s gong. 
x lag the page boy to answer a summons 
nae in one of the upper rooms who was 

Ay te “Y to go to a fancy-~dress ball. 
‘. bang 88 a hurried door-crack interview, a 
b«.® hi and and arm reached out and de- 
ae S Yeg Ming coin in the palm of the boy, who 
mn *™Mum,” several times, then glided swiftly 


+ 


Rhy, Airs, turned up somewhat breathless at 
}* the Ting chemist’s a few moments later and 
A Sad .? youth at the soda-water counter. 

it os ud the assistant, after due investigation, 
| any left. You might try the shop 


¢ 


Pe seen Net the boy, and before long he might 
| » Pom 1 once more climbing the stairs to the 
) Re PeUo _ bearing a& compact package of a 
* Wa, colour about the size of a brick. 
Mi,“ yo, * knock on the door. 

Bet it?” 
& 


& 

; .y 
Boe 

“WM neh was it?” 

Ang Ri. replied the boy. 

: © favens!” ejaculated the voice, 


asked a feminine voice from 


tt 
l Ta a bare white hand and arm reached 
' y, m, . there came the command: 
i Bach. it.” 
Wa, “Se was transferred. An astonished 
A intican Promptly followed by a peal of hearty 
\ bey? y. Uughter. 
‘ty . «1% little goose,” said the voice that had 
mine this and eat it yourself. I wanted 
4nd not ice cream.” 


MALF-HOLIDAY. 


LARKIN. 


But despite the steady stream of his abuse and 
his desperate resistance, he was manoeuvred slowly 
but surely into the stone seat facing the Chief of 
the Klan, and, with a few deft turns of a cord, was 
rendered helpless and unable to move a limb. 

There he sat for a moment, speechless with rage, 
and glaring like a savage animal at the hooded 
figures confronting him. 


THE TRIAL OPENS, 


Under the silent scrutiny of the invisible eyes 
ranged before him, his nerve suddenly gave way. 

“Spake, damn yez!’ he yelled in a voice from 
which all manly timbre seemed to have been ex- 
tracted by sheer terror. “Have done wid settin’ 
there like a row of banshees waitin’ to carry a 
sinner’s sow] away to hell! Aw, let up on the 
spook stunt, and spake loike men, if men ye are.” 

Receiving no reply to his outburst, the prisoner 
made a violent effort and recovered his self-posses- 
sion. 

“Waal, I guess I can wait as long as you, any- 
how,” he said with a sneer 

After a whispered colloquy with his fellow 
judges, the Chief turned and directly faced the 
prisoner, 

“James Larkin,” he said gravely. 

“Call me Jim for short,’ interrupted the pri- 
soner insolently. ‘‘I reckon yous needn’t stand on 
ceremony wid me.”’ 

‘James Larkin,’ repeated the Chief, ‘“‘ you have 
returned to Britain after having served a term of 
imprisonment in America for criminal conspiracy 
against the State to which you had fled to escape 
arrest for similar practices in Ireland. Why, hav- 
ing done your utmost to bring about a _ bloody 


revolution in the United States, you had so large a 
portion of your just punishment remitted, I cannot 
pretend to understand, since the sentence you re- 


VERY REMARKABLE, 


“T have found an unshrinkable flannel-shirt, 
Bainbridge.” 

“You don’t say so, Trelawney. 
of?” 

“ Silk!” 


What is it made 


PAGE FIVE 


ceived there was altogether inadequate in view of 
your atrecious crime. But, having returned to the 
country to which, notwithstanding the erection of 
the Irish Free State. you will owe—according to the 
Law of Nations—your allegiance, you must not ex- 
pect the same leniency you were granted by the 
Government of the United States.” 


NOTHING TO DO WITH THE CASE. 


“The fact that you, I believe, have returned 
involuntarily has nothing to do with the case. You 
are back once more in the country you attempted 
to injure, and there is no alternative but to make 
you incapable of further mischief.” 

“That'll take some doing,’ retorted the prisoner. 

“It is not my purpose to bandy words with 
you,” said the Chief, severely. “Tt may—as you 
say—‘take some doing,’ but it will be done, We 
have not forgotten your proceedings in Dublin a few 
years ago; and now that the Irish Rebellion has, 
to all intents and purposes, been crushed, a consti- 
tutional Free State established, and in a few 
months’ time hideous midnight murder will cease 
from stalking to and frothrough that unhappy land, 
it behoves us to see that you are prevented from 
Llowing the expiring embers of internecine strife 
into a fresh blaze, and southern Ireland permitted 
to work out its destiny in peace.” 


DEFIANCE, 


“Only the Free State Government has any au- 
thority over me now!” shouted the prisoner. ‘‘ You 
English cannot touch me. Iam a subject of the 
Irish Free State. and so long as I keep out of it 
I’m safe! I’ve got the laugh of you!” 

“Tm afraid it will be a wry laugh, then,” said 
the Chief. dryly. “This Tribunal is secret and in. 
dependent, It only acts when the recognised legal 
authorities neglect their duties; and no writ of 
habeas corpus runs with us.” 

“Then you are an illegal body usurping the 
functions of the State,’’ protested the prisoner. 

“In a sense, yes,” admitted the Chief; “but we 
act only in the interests of the general community. 
We have decided not to condemn you to solitary 
confinement in one of our hidden cells, but to let 
you run at large. 


OPEN ARREST, 


“But all the time vou are apparently free you 
will be under open arrest; for an officer of the 
Klan will be beside you whether you are walking er 
sleeping, and at the first sign of any return to your 
former evil courses it will be made impossible for 
you to do any further mischief. You may go—but 
you will not go alone. Release the prisoner!’’ 

THE WATCHER IN THE CRYPT. 


“SPOOF. 


ONE TOO MANY. 


“ Alfonso,” said Mrs. Midas, “there is a heading 
in this paper that says: ‘Had one wife too many.’ 
The rest of the article is torn off. How many wives 
do you think the brute had?” 

“One, probably,” was Midas’ prompt reply. 


PAGE SIX 


THE Rev. Beriah Meeks alighted safely from the 
panting train that had brought him all the way 
from Clover Valley to the “sinful” city, made his 
way, carpet bag in hand, through the station gates, 
and wandered up into the roaring traffic of the 
streets. He stopped on a corner to consult a written 
direction he had in his long leather book, and as 
he did so a newspaper clipping, covering a recipe 
for corns or something, dropped from the book and 
was gently wafted along the pavement by a gust of 
wind. As the clipping started out on its wayward 
career, Mr. Meeks made a grab for it and missed. 
.. The «paper was of “no ‘great' importance, but -the 
people had seen him reach for it, and to be consis- 
tent, Mr Meeks felt in duty bound to follow it up. 
He was a lengthy man, somewhat past middle life, 
and as he carried a cotton umbrella as well as a 
carpet bag, and wore a Jong duster, his movements 
in going after his runaway piece of paper attracted 
some smiles from the pedestrians. Mr. Meeks saw 
this, and as it gave him the impression that the 
whole town was interested in the chase, he resolved 
to get his hands on that clipping again, or die in 
the endeavour. 

The wind came in fitful gusts and the little piece 
of paper flitted along with it. Mr Meeks bumped 
into several people while following the train, and 
his broad-brimmed hat was turned around to a ri- 
diculous angle. Nearing an alley, he was reaching 
out a long, gaunt arm for the then passive prize, 
when a short, stout young fellow burst through the 
crowd on the opposite pavement and ran rapidly 
toward the minister, into whose outstretched hand 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


mh ae> Z)) 


< 


Justice. 


“My name is Beriah Meeks, and I just came 
from Clover Valley,” explained the prisoner. “I’m 
a minister of the Gospel, and am here on——”’ 

“Put him in the last cell, Terrence,’’ directea 
the inspector, “and go out and give Tony a lift on 
t’other one.” 

Presently a young womanc came in and identified 
the mesh bag and contents as her property, but said 
it was short of 12s. in cash. The inspector walked 
back to Mr. Meeks’ place of repose, went through 
his pockets and discovered 6s, 6d. This he took and 
gallantly handed to the young woman explaining 
that she would get.the balance. when the other man 
was captured. He then took her name and address, 
and lifted his cap in bidding her good-day. 

In the course of the morning Terrence and Tony 
brought the “other chap” in, and thrust him in the 
cell with hig “ working partner,” as the police under. 
stood it. Save for a rather sallow face and shifty 
black eyes, Mr. Meeks’ cell-mate wasn’t such a bad- 
looking fellow. He seemed perfectly at home. The 
first cigarette he rolled he generously tended to Mr. 
Meeks, who ignored it. 

“No?” remarked the young man, carelessly. 
‘Some don’t like ’em. You won't object to my 
smoking?” he asked, as he deftly struck a match. 

“What made you put that thing in my hand?” 
demanded Mr. Meeks. 

“Tt was all swank on my part,” explained the 
young prisoner. I thought you was on; [ took your 
duds and regalia for a make-up. But don’t you 
worry. I'll stand for it all when we get before the 
magistrate. There’s no need for us both going up.” 


LANDLADY: You sav the chicken broth wasn’t good. Well, | told the cook how to make it 


Perhaps she didn’t catch the idea. 
BOARDER: 1! think it must have been the chicken she didn’t catch, 


he thrust something metallic, and hurried on. Mr. 
Meeks’ long fingers closed upon the unexpected gift, 
and before he had the chance to examine it a big 
man in a blue coat. who came up puffing and sweat 
ing, grasped him none too gently by the arm and 
bade him come on. Another blue-coated man joined 
them, and the first directed him to “get along after 
that other fellow; I’ll ’tend to this wan.” 

Mr. Meeks, gently protesting, was taken to the 
police-station. There the metallic object, which 
was a lady’s mesh purse, was taken from his hand 
and laid on the inspector’s desk. It contained a 
five-pound note, some transfer tickets, matinee re- 
served seat vouchers, some safety-pins, samples of 


At this unexpectedly generous proposition the 
minister softened. 

“You don’t, seem to feel much anxiety over your 
predicament,” he suggested. Have you been follow- 
ing this—er—vocation long?” 

“Ever since I can remember,” cheerfully ad- 
mitted the young man. ‘They used to call me the 
Artful Dodger, but I don’t suppose they will again, 
after that raw play this morning. Why, the cop 
wasn’t six feet away when I swiped that girl’s cash: 
box. No wonder he rumbled me so quickly.” 

It happened to be a very busy afternoon in 
Thomas Solomon’s Court, and he was anxious to 
rush matters through in order to attend some sort 
oe an at six o'clock. 


: 
avaomlais mn ne 


ea 

— 
Solomon was quite a heavy-weight i” atl 
was not more than five feet in height. rom 
was abnormally large, giving plenty of ft 
wisdom. His hobby was human nature: F) 
source of much pride with him that oo | 
ferentiate the housebreaker from the a ‘oo 
glance. He never missed fire, he said. 
man of Solomon’s stamp stood out from 
run. 

Terrence and Tony, the constables, “". 
exciting chase after the thieves, the and 
purse in the old man’s hand, and nis 8 oid 
when caught; anybody with half an ex? og “4 
he was a pal of that troublesome 7% 9 ; 
“Shorty Sam,” well known to his hon0™ ip 
one of the most frequent visitors at bi® say! 

Solomon had closed his eyelids 
dignified approval. Then he reached for 
write out the sentence. fe 

“Hold on, your honour, till I say ® 
if you please.” seat r 

“Shorty Sam” had risen from his ee ; 
a step toward the magistrate. He w% 
the way of courts. Solomon frowned: 12%) 

“Y’m in a hurry, Shorty,” he said; af 

“So I will,” responded the youns™ age 
“This old gentleman here wasn’t in the B oy 
When I first saw him I thought he a of 
Jack,’ who makes up that way when be’ 5 

* 


but this ain’t him. The old gent nad Sol 


pif 


and I dashed the swag in, thinking 
with it. But he just stood there like "yi 
You might know he wasn’t a crook, °F 5 ay 
seeing the cops headed his way. A8 
you know me. I ain’t no saint ”—and ai y 
Sam grinned a bit—“my youth and * a 
and he sat down with the feeling of 4 
taken on a load of woe in the interest 
justice. 

The magistrate, 
nature, was affected. This “ nobility 
chronic crook appealed to him, The 
was replaced by a benevolent look. 

“Shorty Sam,” he announced, 
good in you yet, and I’m going to giv® ~ 
chance. By your frankness in assU™ 9% 
that was only partly yours, you've : 
capable of development for better thins* 
you only got a few shillings of the ¥ ed) 


dn 
that great student oe) 


On ot 


money, while this old man here got the 
You hand over what you have left and pens 
But don’t you let anything like this meee, ; 
sir! As for you”—turning to Mr. Cg 
of your years deserves scant sympathy: , 
to know better. but I can tell by 1b? yf 
character of your face—the narrow © 
straight lips——” po oil 
“See here, sir!’ cried Mr. Meeks, bade. ve 
see that it was about time for hit mn di 
ain’t no crook. My name’s Beriah ry) 
from Clover Valley, and——’’ wh , 
“J don’t care who you are or fro™ pit 4 
come—you’re not going to intimidate 4 ye 
roared Solomon back at him, ~~“ sve 
quiet till I get through talking! I Kno” py 
going to say—the officers have told ™® 4 if) 
going to remark, it’s no use lecturiN’ id 9 
your years and evil countenance; it ee oy) 


ai 


throwing words away, and I’m in a B 
noon. As you got the big part of the 
it was proven by the officers and the 
the party robbed, your sentence will ve, 
in gaol, Officers, remove the prison” ‘pié 
That evening Judge Solomon 4 ar ie 
on their best clothes and sallied fort ir Me 
tram to the suburban home of en \ 
friends, Mr. and Mrs. Josephus Hamp? at 
to celebrate the twenty-fifth anniv’ nef 
wedding. There were about twenty if 
almost about the ages of their host® fi 
Solomon was a big man at such m0 ye 
broad white shirt and round face | abot 
whole assembly. Everybody wan te- 
and say a few words to the magist®® yg 
spoke all else was silent. They were 
tradespeople, clerks. and the like, tb ist 
Mr. and Mrs. Hampton and a live ge 
was like a fifty-pound codfish amons 
nows. When his honour joked every it 
When he discussed law and statect 
eagerly on his words. Many there 
in his hands the power of life a” pa” 
magistrate never sought to remov® i, 
their minds. goog 
The evening drew on apace, meee a! 
requested the guests to repair t? oot 
where the dining tables had bee? , em 
were nicely decorated. On the tab) 
(Continued on page ele¥ 
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BiCVoLE Time. 


SSeS 
Pct fd the star ae Ss \\ i ik Wee Vi Mat | F ‘ | 
“et Winnmelingy. shin Da SP , ” Sad | 

Ma, Pia vl continually i, 


& he Whee] ?”” 

by "hin, “B€ didn’t talk about 
© yp @til I asked her if she 
& ",,°¢ the hour was. She 


Ny, "te ne cyclometer and said 
y aaa and a quarter 
“Ume.”’ 
a PO 
WARM! 
Ye, es 
Mae * a small dance and we 
mre Seated at supper. A 
t, “ed mies and gentleman were 
ty ang ‘th their backs to the 
.” Was Was evident that the 
ala Tather bored. At last 
agg to the lady: “It 18 
ee ™m here—T om neariy 


“Oh p, 

Neh, , Teplied the lady, “1 
Could smell goose.” 

“o ~~ ~)o1 


et oy very affected.’ 
Me, 8 Uidn’t think so from her 
‘Wey, nce actually blushed.” 
» that’s put on too.” 


x 
we RRY up,” said the 
% ot _ addressing 
by teen € white-aproned 
A "Sq, “ed boys who plied 
the kitchen and 
T0om of the Old 
\, ,, © carrying down 
Yan; 4rd flight of stairs 
&,%e “8 viands in obe- 
‘. of ge shouted or- 
a .© Waiters below, 
my, a on. That 
a? te, “ese has been on 
Nea: ™Minutes, What's 
\ Ning ? with you this 
he An ld 
You yone wou 

| ty, Were rehearsing 
% Py, etal procession.” 
Movin’ as quick 
ily, "| said the boy 
Xe, tn, ‘I'm tired. I’ve 
hy" y.@ up and down 
all the morn- 


what 
wo isn’t it?” demanded the Head 
wey PtH,» | 8’pose you'd rather have a lift-boy’s 
¥y Yourself up an’ down all day by elec. 
Op Something? You be sharp about that 
\ * y there’]] be trouble.” : 
rin,* hie” uttered some undistinguishable retort 
ay ® breath, and started to climb the stairs 
pte ry ®8 much alacrity as a condemned crim- 
e k ©n his wav to the seaffold. 
Waiter returned to his customer, 
a “) ° - o . . 
mem , 
Sart 
% Ying 18 morning. 


the cheese is so long, sir,” he said 
“but I can’t get the staff to get a 
You'd think they were all 
ane bing Even the old parrot there ”—(pointing 
>) Pirched on the top of the coffee-room 
»° fa» 8 worn out, and hasn’t said a word to 


€ 
“ ¢ 
db, “Stom 


hy at er looked up with a smile. 


Taid that's a common phenomenon now- 
Said. “I enn understand the parrot 


ETHEL: He may 
POLICEMAN: Blimey! look wot’s blowin’ by! 
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look odd, but he’s awfully clever, 


ITER 


seeming tired, because it has probably been think- 
ing—which parrots are supposed to do, I believe, 
when they are not talking. But the aim of the 
manual labourer these times appears to be to shirk 
a& much of the work he is paid to do as he possibly 
can, without detection.” 

A somewhat disapproving expression flitted 
across the Head Waiter’s face. which the customer 
noticed, 


“Of course, I am not referring to waiters,” 
he sald. “They have to keep their wits as 
well as their hands at work while they are 
at = it. But those workers whose employ- 
ment is simply a _ series of muscular efforts 


which, after a while, become almost entirely me- 
chanical, and makes no real demand upon their 
energies, seem the first to become, or pretend to 
become, exhausted. As a matter of fact, they don’t 
know what work is—and yet they are the most 
petted and pampered section of the community.” 


“That sounds something like what Sir James 
Cantlie, the surgeon, said the other day,” remarked 
the Head Waiter. 

“That doesn’t surprise me in 
torted the customer. 
question are identical.” 

“He said that the director of a large business 
takes more out of himself in half an hour than a 
farm labourer does in a day,” continued the Head 
Waiter; “meaning, I suppose, that brain work is 
more exhausting than physical?’ 

“Undoubtedly,” returned the customer. 

A gust of loud and general laughter floated in at 
that moment from the bar. 

“Well, sir,” said the Head Waiter, “that don’t 
sound as if brain work is particular exhausting, 
does it? You heard that laughing? Well, that’s 
the little mob of journalist gents wot use the bar. 
Their’s is brain work. I suppose; but it don’t souna 
asa if they’re particular exhausted, does it?” 

“Scotch!” muttered the parrot, waking up sud- 
denly. 

“Perhaps Polly is right!” laughed the cus- 
tomer, “to a certain degree, at any rate. But the 
brain worker, being the harder worker, needs the 


the least,’’ re- 
“TI know our views on this 
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He writes all the poetry in the ‘“‘ Gazette,” 


greater amount of relaxation: and I suppose those 
journalistic gentlemen are having their midday al- 
lowance before bending their powerful minds to 
their professional labours again?” : 

“Yes, making up the news ready for to-morrow’s 
papers, I suppose,” said the Head Waiter sarcas- 
tically. 

7 . « * * 


the Head Waiter, re- 
“T’m sorry it’s 


“Your cheese, sir,’ said 
turning after a moment's absence. 
been so long,” 

‘Don’t worry about that,” replied the customer 
genially. ‘‘You see, I don’t belong to a trade 
union that will kick me out and try to prevent my 
earning a living if I work a bit later to-night to 
make up for the time I have lost here, or to com- 
plete a job. 

“‘I gather you don’t think much of trade unions, 
sir,” remarked the Head Waiter. 

“TIT didn’t say that,” retorted the customer. 
“They appear to be very good organisations for 
helping working men into Parliament, where they 
can sit at their ease a few hours a day while the 
session lasts and draw four hundred a year trying 
the Speaker’s temper.” 

“But there must be something good to be said 
for the unions, sir,” protested the Head Waiter. 

“Perhaps there is,’ returned the customer. 
“But look at it in this way. I happen to be a 
surgeon. Suppose J also was a member of a union. 
Well, I am working in the hospital, performing a 
serious operation, and just at the critical momen. 
the hooter sounds for knocking off work. Am I to 
throw down my scalpel like the bricklayer’s la- 
bourer drops his hod, and leave my patient to die; 
or am I to finish my job and be expelled from my 
society for working overtime? Suppose I was cut- 
ting out your appendix at the time, and your inside 
was full of swabs and clips and things to keep you 
from bleeding to death. What would you say?” 

“Scotch!” shrieked the parrot. 

The customer smiled. “Perhaps the old bird 
has supplied the answer,” “he said 


Ld e e ad e 


“TI believe you are Sir James,” said the Head 
Waiter, as he made out the bill. 

“Never mind who I am,” said the customer 
shortly. ‘Do you agree with my views?” 

The Head Waiter looked round before answer- 
ing. Then he leaned towards his customer and 
whispered : 

“We've got a sort of trade union, you see, sir, 
s0 I ’as to be careful. But between you and me, 
there’s a lot of truth in what you’ve just said.” 

“And in what the parrot said too,” laughed the 
great surgeon, as he took his departure. 
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“Well, how long do you want for your honeymoon?” 
‘“‘ Er—well—what would you say, sir?’ 
‘““How’d | know? I haven't seen the bride.’’ 
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MAN GOING IN: Fine w4 f] 
season, Smith—out first ball- onl 

SMITH: It’s all right. ps 4 
“'Ow's the old woman? It's the thirteenth, the unlucky number, isn’t it?” tising an unconcerned ret¥ 
** No; it’s twins.” pavilion, 
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aan some circles--and squares, 
TOMMY (to visiting curate): Look! I’ve got rea braces! What colour are yours? 
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BRAG AND BOUNCE. 


‘““GOOD-MORROW, laddie! Glad to see you!” 

“Are you? I thought you didn’t. Aren’t your 
optics a bit weak?” 

“They are.. How do you account for it?” 

“Can’t say, unless it’s because they’re in a weak 
place!” 

** Ha, (he! 

“What is?” 

“Why, some ladies who don’t fancy work do 
fancy work.” 

“I told my wife that last night and she gave me 
a piece of her mind.” 

“That's funny !’’ 

“Why funny?” 

“ Because you seem as stupid as ever!” 

“Let me tell you we have had prominent men in 
our family.” 

“Go on.” 

“Yes, one of my forefathers was an admiral. 
At one time he led the world’s fleet.’’ 

“ How interesting! What was his name?” 

“ Noah!” 

“By the way, what are you going to make of 
your son?” 

“A violinist.” 

“What teacher have you engaged for him 


Strange thing. isn’t it?’ 


9? 
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“Oh, we haven't got so far as that yet. We're 
letting his hair grow first!” 

“They tell me you wear your gloves all night to 
keep your hands soft. Is that true?” 

“Yes.” 

“And do you sleep with your hat on?” 

“"Snasty. I’ve half a mind to serve you as I 
once served a lion. He was only o lion escaped 
from a menagerie. it is true. He bounded on me 
as he got clear of his enclosure, and——”’ 

“What on earth did you do?” 

“Well, I just seized his lower jaw “with ‘my 
right hand and held his mouth open—till he starved 
to death!” 

“That's nothing. When I was out in Siberia, I 
heard the howls of a pack of wolves behind me. 1 
strained every nerve, but all in vain. Now I could 
hear their panting breath; at last I felt their muz- 
zles touching me, when-——” 

“You must have felt glad.” 

“Glad! Why?” 

“When you found they had their muzzles on!” 

“Tdiot! I was in a train the other day that 
travelled sixty miles within the hour.”’ 

“That's quick work, but; Ironcerdid better. You 
know how far it is from Edinburgh to London?” 

“Yea:” 

“Well, I went into the hookirg-office at the sta- 
tion in Edinburgh and bought a third-class ticket, 
and, would you believe it, I came here to London 
in a second!’ 

“Clevah lad! Did you note that bit of news in 
the paper about an Albert Ross having a baby born 
with claws instead of feet?’ 

“No. How remarkable!’’ 

“Not at all. It might have been called so had 
the baby albatross had feet instead of claws!” 

“Smart lad! Hast got a job yet?” 


. you had hunted tigers in West Africa 


MAY &” 


id 

“Well, I did have a small part offered ae 
I wag loafing round the Folly Theatre y he 

“Really! Are you going to take it?” _ 

“Yes; I’ve decided that a small ‘role’ i# 
than a whole ‘loaf!’ ” 

“By the way. I hear you’re going to leave 
diggings.” 

“Not a bit of it. Who told you?” i 

“Your landlady.” ox det 

“Did she? What’s she giving me the P 
the boot for?” peor 

“She's got to hear that you play shove # a 

“But I only play for small stakes.” 


“Oh! Playing for something to eat puts 
ferent complexion on things.’’ pet 
“Talking of grub, what’s the difference 
a chicken and a dandy?” ’ 
“Dunno!” av 
“’Seasy! A chicken is killed to dres® F 


dandy is dressed to kill.” 


“Ha, ha! In our garden we have a yilae 
fifty feet high.’ gf 
“TI wish I could lilac that!’’ tod 

“Say, sonny! of 


Talking of lying, you all 
v7 
tain Smith tells me there are no tigers th® Ay 
“Quite right, quite right. I killed them gf 
“Ags you're so clever, perhaps you'll 
How do you get down off an elephant?’’ 
“You climb down?” 
“Nest - 
“You grease his sides and slide down? 
“No.” 
“You take a ladder and get down?” 
Sor # 
“Well, you slide down his trunk?” Ps 
“No, you ass! You don’t get down of | 
phant. You get it off a goose. Noodle-00! 
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= THE ROYAL WEDDING. 


I 
Ro). Was a-wonderin’—it, ‘avin’ come to Thursday 


Qin’ 
‘hi, Cink I ’adn’t ‘eard nothink from ’er leddy- 
Re Pout my night out. I was turnin’ it over in 
ble one like, thinkin’ that p’raps she ’adn’t bin 


fy © git ‘old of a ticket for a show good enough 
"ids to see that week, w’en one o’ the parlour- 
“q...Doked ‘er ‘ead round the kitchen door an’ 
Me volt: Brown,” she ses, “’er leddyship wants to 
‘Dee, im the boodor at once. She seems a bit 
Rq wp I should put me face straight before you 
ao, lig was you, and jest put a touch to me 
tog, 8he's a nuzzy, that gal; but she shut the 

cavers T could tell ’er so. 
¥ “egal I went up to ’er leddyship, and the first 
You She spoke was: ‘‘Oh, Mrs, Brown, what do 
% ,. “Y to takin’ a mornin’ orf this week instead 
«ight out?” 
Norn ‘ave that to you ma’am,” I ses. 
“pt ’ad you in your mind?” 

«, “8 mornin’.’” she ses. 

ay I’ve jest started preparing lunch,” I ses. 
he hever mind about that,” she ses. His 
Mines? and I will get all we want to eat until 
dan ty the wedding breakfast round at Bucking- 
Ye tan ee: So long as you leave something for 
the = it will be quite all right. You can have 
“qy; as far as the Abbey, and then I should 

You to take your stand on the curb.” 


“But wot 


LATE AT THE START. 


: rane I must ’ave looked a bit. puzzled, for ’er 
yd added: “It’s the Royal Wedding today, 

Catal Had you forgotten? Get ready quickly, 
Xe, WI find the car waiting for you round in the 


I 


I 


Lord Bob’s Weekly 
Indiscretion. 


eg OME : igi eee 
ly Jolly old chappies have been writing to me 
Neng king if I can help ’em to spot a few 


tte a Not only the chappies either. One sweet 
ta! Biyg iD. who signs herself “Fifi,” says that if 
a her a good tip she will let me put a bit on 
= ee 

* 2 dear chappies, this business of spotting 
Sean? 1s some job. especially when the “job” 

Work. 
‘ te Me illustrate by telling you what happened 


ret td the Honourable Billy last Tuesday at 
ely i. We went down to the races full of hope, 
» tl, . tear it off the bookmakers. We had a 
tk, a “red hot ’uns” in ovr pockets, so to 
e Ne for the 2.30 and the next for the 4 o'clock 
rok ~ © were only going to do these two and come 
dy. dea London with tons of money. And mind 
te T chappies, the information was from head- 
“from the man who knew. 

© course we bumped up against Percy 
ay thing Percy had likewise come down to skin the 
ay tt fo and when he told us his “famcies’’ for 
Me Ur races out of the six, Billy and I winked 


so ty another. And when Percy had jazzed oft 
: i ite and a wet Billy gurgled: 

May..°°F mutt! The bookies will take his last 
hy, Yog,» 


Ri 0'o} murmured yours truly, “and by about 

ly .°Ck he’ll be after us for the loan of a fiver 
wp.” : 

3 : 

we * dian’ see Percy again until the finish of the 

vi ur “dead cert” had been well whacked by 
Ming fur horses, and Percy was off to draw his 

Say ait we said. “He'll blue the lot, and we 
y ‘ea up a packet yet on the 4 o’clock. The 
Ang Head has struck lucky for once—but wait!” 

We did wait. dear chappies. 


but ’urried up to me bedroom. As there was sure 
to be a crowd, I jest slipped on me second best and 
went straight round to our garridge. 

The car was waitin’ there all right, 
young shover was as perlite as usual. 

“Jump in, Mrs. Brown,” ’e ses, takin’ ’is seat at 
the w’eel at the same time 

But we never moved a ninch. There ’e szat, 
messin’ about with little levers an’ things, but we 
didn’t git. no forrader. 

“We look like gittin’ there by the time the 
“oneymoon is over,” I ses, sarcastic, like. ‘‘ You’ll 
excuse me of I remind yer, but this igs my morn- 
in’ orf, and I don’t want fo spend the ’ole of it in 
the mews. I like the country up to a point, but 
this is a little too quiet.” 

’E turned a bit red, an’ twiddled with another 
little lever, or tap, or somethink. 

“Tt’s the self-startler,” ‘’e 
“Something’s gone wrong with it.” 

“TI don’t know nothink about your startlers,” I 
ses, “self or otherwise. I only know I ’as ’er leddy- 
ship’s orders to be at the Abbey in time for the 
ceremony. Anybody would think it was your own 
weddin’, an’ you was tryin’ to put it orf till the 
larst minute.” 


and the 


said presently. 


SOME CROWD. 


Any’ow, ’e got the car to go at larst, and we 
was round at the Abbey before you could ‘ave sea 
Pussyfoot Johnson, and I got out. But I couldn’: 
see much chance of gettin’ a view of the procession. 

I never see such a crowd in me life; and—to 
make matters worse—it was nearly all women, 
Women and umbrellas! W’y, you could ‘ardly see 
the pleecemen for women! I like me own sects all 
right, but I prefers it mixed with a little of the 


a didn’t stop to discuss the matter any further, other one. So J tried to git close to a pleeceman. 


We waited because we had to. 

The 4 o’clock quadruped had likewise come un- 
stuck. We never even saw the beast finish, and he 
may not have finished yet. 

So we waited for Percy, having about four and 
ninepence between us—the rest being safely in the 
bookies’ wallets. 

At last we spotted Percy, 
and an outsize smile, 

“Had a good day, old beans?” he _ chortled. 
“Three long-priced winners and one second. How 
did you mugs get on? You look as if you’d lost 
your shirts.” 

We explained that things hadn’t panned out 
very well. And we borrowed a fiver each from 
Percy, who handed it over, saying: 

**You’re a couple of cans. I told you what to 
back and you wouldn’t listen. Fellows like you 
ought to stay away from race meetings. You only 
feed the bookies ” 

Horribly painful, dear chappies, but there you 
are! It only shows what a dangerous business 
tipping can be. In other words, you never can tell 
until the gee-gees are past the frost. 


behind a big cigar 


pcm 
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In wedgin’ me way “through, I tred sen «some 
nasty-tempered creature’s foot, an’ she fair ‘turned 
on me, and we ’ad quite a fierce alteration for 
about five minutes. 

“I ’aven’t come ’ere to be walked over,” she ses. 
‘‘People wot aven't got no manners ought to keep 
out of crowds.’’ she ses. 

“Tf they did,’ I ses, “‘I should be standin’ ’ere 
alone,” I ses. ‘‘But I'll excuse you,” I ses. ‘“‘As you 
hevidently ’aven’t never bin married you’re anxious 
to see wot it looks like as fur as possible, becos 
that’s about as near as you'll git to it,’’ I ses, 
“from wot I can see of you.” 

She stood speechless for a minute, tryin’ to say 
somethink real nasty. I could see it in ’er face. 
But before she could git it out I ’ad squeezed parst 
‘er an’ was standin’ jest be’ind a young pleeceman, 
in the front row. 


RABBIT PIE. 


’E turned round an’ give me a_ good look. 
“Don’t push, ma’am,” ’e ses, 

“TI never,’”’ I ses. ‘I on’y wanted to git clase to 
you. I took to you the minute I set eyes on you. 
You’re jest like the son I should ’ave lorst if I'd ’ad 
one.”’ 

“You mustn’t interfere with me in the course 
of me juty,” ’e ses, sorter stern. 

“TI never,” I ses. ‘I on’y wanted to tell you 
I’m cook round at Lady ——’s, in —— Square, and 
if your beat lays round that way any evenin’ ask 
at the servants’ entrance for Mrs. Brown—becos the 
rabbit-pie days ain’t altogether dead yet, you know, 
and I'd look after you like a mother.” 

Things was all right from that moment. As 
soon as the procession came in view, that nice young 
pleeceman stepped aside a bit an’ give me a splen- 
did view; but I don’t believe that creature be’ind 
could see anythink lower than the coachman’s 
cocked ‘ata. 

An’ they did look sweet!—the young couple, I 
mean. And it did remind me of me own weddin’ 
day—only I walked to an’ from the church, an’ so 
did my pore late ’usban’, Mr. Brown as was. 

Well, I ’ope they’ll be ’appy. She looked like 
a good manager, and ’e doesn’t look like one wot 
would be stayin’ out late at night at the club. So 
I should think they’ll ‘it it orf all right. 

Then the crowd broke up. an’ I tried to find our 
shover. But I couldn’t see the car nowhere. I 
expect ’e was ’avin’ some more trouble with ’is self- 
startler. 


THE SWORD OF JUSTICE 
(Continued from page six.) 


lights and cut flowers. On each plate was a sou- 
venir. The guests murmured their surprise and 
rapture. 

As water runs down-hill, so did Solomon gravi- 
tate toward the large arm-chair at the head of the 
main table. Hampton, the host stood near the 
great man in order to make an announcement, 

“Friends, neighbours and comrades,” he began; 
“it is with mingled pride and pleasure to myself, 
as I know it will be to all of you, to ask our 
learned and good-natured Mr. Thomas Solomon, to 
preside at this auspicious occasion. I know he will 
appreciate the honour none the less when I tell you 
that we had invited the venerable old minister who 
joined my good wife and myself in holy wedlock 
twenty-flve years ago to-night, by reason of which 
we felt that he, above all others, was entitled to 
preside here, but I’mn afraid he was unable to leave 
home. I refer to the Reverend Beriah Meeks, of 
Clover Valley. Mr. Solomon will now assume the 
chairmanship for this happy evening. Start off 
with a funny story, magistrate.” 

The magistrate turned the colour of a lobster, 
then turned white. fainted, and slid under the table. 


yo{ 
THE ONLY CURE. 


Singleton: I am feeling miserable, doctor, I 
can’t get my mind on business, my appetite has 
gone, and I can’t sleep. What would you advise 
me to do? 

Dr. Wise: Marry the girl! 


Jol 
A BALD NARRATIVE. 


“So, woman, you treasure another man’s photo- 
graph?” 

“Don’t be foolish, Henry! 
yourself when you had hair.” 


This is a portrait of 
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SHORT STORY WHICH EMPHASISES THE DANGER OF MIXING IT, 


IT was not the quantity he had taken—it never 
is; but that ridiculous mixing. So Snelling—he was 
travelling, returning to Pentonville after a fort: 
night’s absence—agreed with himself, The sherry 
at Retford would quarrel with the brandy and water 
at Grantham, and the bitter beer and Irish whisky 
at Peterborough, and the glass or two of stout, 
with a nip of gin. on reaching town. Perhaps the 
contents of his own flask, and a bad cigar on the 
road, might have helped: but certainly when he 
reached his own house he had to steady himself 
against the lamp-post before darting in. 

“She isn’t there,” he muttered, looking up at the 
lighted window of the little drawing-room, which a» 
that moment showed several figures in silhouette. 

“Why, I’m hanged if she isn’t enjoying herself 
in the midst of a maddening crowd in her husband’s 
-»#bsence.”” 

With a spluttering ‘safety,’ Mr. Snelling made 
certain of the brass number on the door. No, 6 it 
Was. 

A mixture of liquor always make a key turn 
rather hard, but at length Snelling got the door 
open. Cautiously, like the inebriated burglar, he 
entered, and flopped into a chair in the lobby. He 
would get his boots off, and steal quietly upstairs to 
bed. 
He wrestled with them, and conquered; and, 
sneaking along in his stockings, was supporting 
himself by the balusters, on the second step of the 
stairs. when the creaking of an opening door sent 
him up @ headlong. stumble. He could hear a 
voice—his wife’s. he thought—complaining of the 
heat, and deep bass tones in reply. 

“Hot!” echoed Snelling, on the landing above; 
“ pretty cool, I should call it, that sort of thing, 


LILAC TIME. 
He called her Lily, Pansy, Rose, 
And every other flower of spring; 
Said she. “I can’t be all of those, 
So you must Li-lac anything.” 


Jo( 
USEFUL PILLS, 


“Mister,” said a small boy to 
the chemiet, “‘ give me a bottle of 
them pills you sold father the 
other day.” 

“Are they doing him good?” 
asked the chemist, looking pleased. 

“TI don’t know whether they’re 
doin’ father any good or not, but 
they’re doin’ me good. They just 
fit my new air-gun.”’ 


————— J 


Mother: What is Freddy cry- 
ing for, Nellie? 

Nellies Miss Smith whipped 
him 


Mother: Why did she do that? 

Nellie: Miss Smith wrote the 
word “particles” in my exercise- 
book, and said it meant “ very 
small pieces.” Then she told 
Freddie to say a sentence with 
the word “particles”’ in it, but 
he hadn’t been attending, for he 


erry 
Till 
: 
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said: Pa tickles you under the 
chin. Miss Smith, for I’ve seen 
him. 


Mother (entering the _ school- 
room): You will pack your boxes 
at once, Miss Smith, and leave 
to-day. How dare you strike one 
of my children! 


o( 


LOVE’S LANGUAGE, 

Horace was a devout but timid lover. So timid 
was he that, though the signs were favourable, he 
had never yet summoned up sufficient spirit to ask 
his adored one the all-important question. 

One day, however, whilst walking with her in 
the garden, a wave of unexpected courage swept over 


when a man’s away. Who’s that bassoon she’s talk- 
ing to, I should like to know.” 

He was getting angry. 

Could this be his Nelly? 
name is woman!” 

A chill gust of night air came up the stairs. 

“ Halloa! they’ve opened the door at the back.” 

Snelling was rapidly sobering. 

“They’re going into the garden. What shall I 
do?” He paused a moment, bemusedly considering. 
Then, “Hang me, if I‘ll have my wiie perambulat- 
ing by moonlight, with a bass-viol! Perfect stranger 
to me, I'll swear!’ 

Snelling had gone upstairs a lamb; he went 
down a lion. He tiung aside his boots and his fear 
of detection together, and descended. 

There, as he had guessed, was the door, open, 
and on the moonlit sward beyond he could see—Yes 
—oh, misery—that was his Nelly’s favourite costume 
of white and scarlet! 

It was a caution to gardeners to see Septimus 
Snelling get over the somewhat limited lawn in his 
stockings. 

Like an overgrown Puck, he tripped across the 
flower-beds and dewy grass. His unshod feet made 
no sound, and his wife and her cempanions talked 
on uninterruptedly, their backs turned toward him. 

“What ought the back of an enemy to suggest 
to a brave man?” the jealous Snelling asked him- 
self. “To me it suggests a desire for boots! How- 
ever, here goes.” 

With this he poised himself, and delivered the 
most emphatic kick he could under the circum- 
stances. A man can but do his best. The well- 
meaning Snelling did that—and he got his reward. 
The bass-voiced stranger turned on the instant, and, 


If so, ‘Frailty, thy 
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Why, mum, it breathed 
CUSTOMER (sniffing): And wot a breath it ’ad! 


il 


COSTER: Fresh? 


him, and he begged for a kiss. 

“You may have just one,” answered the maiden. 
“But, remember, a kiss may mean many things. On 
the lips it signifies all or nothing; on the hand it 
shows respect, and on the forehead friendship. 
Choose which you like.” 

Horace, with his eyes on the ground, thought the 


war 2, 


as he did so, our “commercial” saw more “ ise 
than were beheld by an astronomer. About 4. 
same time he sat down with commendable Pt av? 
tude on the wet grass. The lady in scarlet 
white gave a little scream, and Snelling, a# be 50% 
his astronomical observation, heard her cry: 
gracious, Tom, it’s surely little Mr. Snellia® 
No, 6!” ey? 

The prostrate Septimus opened his dazzliD® “iw. 
and groaned. He was as sober as a judge 6, 
“And, pray, what does little Mr. Snelling, of jio® 
mean by forcing his way into No. 9, and k@ 
me?” asked the stalwart Tom. 

“Tf this isn’t No. 6,” he said, meekly, “4 t 
be a wretched, drivelling lunatic, and I aut 
you to lock me up in the nearest asylu™, 
Oakey.” 

Pretty Miss Oakey laughed merrily. 

‘*Oh, that miserable number!’’ he said. 
papa yesterday that something unpleasant vo 
come of it if it wasn’t looked to.” She flutter’ gt 
before them to the house. the scarlet ribbon 
had deceived poor Snelling all a-wave pp 

“Come, both of you.” she said. “In — ot 
minutes I'll make you apologise to one ano 
your rudeness.” a 


pr 

As Snelling again looked at the unlucky oe 
numeral. this time with sober eyes, a light . 

upon him, yo 


“By jove!” he ejaculated. It’s as clear 9° eh 
to me now. The top screw of No. 9 has come y 
and the horrid figure has reversed itself into ” ph 
“Of course,” smiled Miss Oakey, “and DOW agg 
haps, you'll shake hands with my brothe? v 
who’s just come home from America, and— 
why you kicked him?” 0? 
Poor Snelling! he blushed like a bashful “4 ye 
girl, and looked yery uncomfortable as he wor it 
story of his little mistake. When he nad og pe 
through it, pretty Miss Oakey was snigge? of? 
hind her handkerchief, and brother Tom was 
vast grin. ai 
It was certainly very unpleasant for ain 
Ten minutes afterwards, as he stood on the it 
the veritable No. 6 he raised his hand to the | 
and registered a couple of vows; first, to quit oe 
race were the houses were all alike and the of 
were seemingly the same; and, secondly, hes 


to avoid mixing his liquors. — 


its last when it saw ver coming! 


y 
pep 
matter over carefully, though nervously: 95 Hy 
roused at last from his meditations by ” wit so! 
Raising his eyes, he beheld his divinitY gs UF 
hat pulled down over her forehead, her are p 
in the pockets of her jacket, and her rosy 
ered as she sighed. 
Horace guessed—and guessed right! 
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Oi have a cinder in me eye from the gas works, an’ Oi want to cry it out.” 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ry, G3 fe> es. 


me dear! tell me wanst more how th’ ould pig died win Oi was away at me work,” 
Pat, an’ heven’t Oi towld ye a thousan’ toimes already?” 
! but let me hear it ag’in. 


Moll 
“ Sure, 
Och! 
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{ True Tales of Old London Town. 


‘. 


IT is interesting to compare the various matm- 
monial causes as reported in the newspapers of 
to-day, with the conjugal troubles as ventilated in 
the police-courts in the ‘“‘ good old days.” 

The following veracious report of a case which 
was heard before a metropolitan magistrate about 
150 years ago should be found amusing :— 

“Mr. David Sullivan. greengrocer, fruiterer, coal 
and potato-merchant, salt fish and Irish pork- 
monger, was brought before the magistrate on a 
peace-warrant, issued at the suit of his wife, Mrs. 
Mary Sullivan. 

“VMre. Sullivan was an Englishwoman, who 
married Mr. Sullivan for love, and had been 
‘blessed with many children by him.’ But, not- 
withstanding, she appeared before the magistrate 
with her face all scratched and bruised, from the 
eyes, downward, to the very tip of her chin, all 
which scratches and bruises. she said, were the 
handiwork of her husband. 

“The unfortunate Mary. it appeared, married 
Mr. Sullivan about seven years ago, at which time 
he was as polite a young Irishman as ever handled 
@ potato on this side of the Channel; he had every- 
thing snug and comfortable about him, and his 
purse and person, taken together, were quite ‘on- 
deniable.’ She, herself, was a young woman gen- 
teelly brought up—abounding in friends and ac- 
quaintances and silk gowns, with three good bonnets 
always in use, and black velvet shoes to correspond 
—welcome wherever she went. whether to dinner, 
tea, or supper, and made much of by everybody. 
St. Giles’s bells rang merrily at their wedding; a 
fine fat leg of mutton and capers, plenty of pickled 
salmon, three ample dishes of salt fish and potatoes, 
with pies, puddings, and porter of the best, were 
set forth for the bridal supper; all the most con- 
siderablish families in Dyott Street and Church 
Lane were invited. and everything promised a world 
of happiness: and, for five whole years, they were 
happy. ‘She loved,’ as Lord Byron would say, 
‘She loved and was hbeloved:’ but Mr. Sullivan was 
too much like the hero of his lordship’s tale—his 
affections could not ‘hold the bent;’ and the sixth 
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Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. 
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IN OLDEN TIMES. 


year had scarcely commenced, when poor Mary dis- 
covered that she had ‘outlived his liking,’ From 
that time to the present he had treated her con- 
tinually with the greatest cruelty; and, at last, 
when by this means he had reduced her from a 
comely young person to a mere handful of a poor 
creature, he beat her, and turned her out of doors. 

“This was Mrs. Sullivyan’s story; and she told 
it with such pathos, that all who heard it pitied 
her—except her husband. 

“It was now Mr. Sullivan’s turn to speak. 
Whilst his wife was speaking, he stood with hia 
back towards her. his arms folded across his breast, 
to keep down his collar, biting his lips, and staring 
at the blank wall: but the moment she ceased, he 
abruptly turned round, and, curiously enough, 
asked the mogistrate whether ‘Misthress Sullivan 
had done spaking?’ 

““She has,’ replied his worship; ‘but suppose 
you ask her whether she has anything more to 
say?’ 

“*T shall, sir,’ replied the angry Mr. Sullivan— 
‘Miathress Sullivan, had you any more of it to say?’ 

“Mrs. Sullivan raised her eyes to the ceiling, 
clasped her hands together, and was silent, 

“*Very well, then,’ continued he; ‘will I get 
lave to spake, your honour?’ 

“His honour nodded permission, and Mr. Sulli- 
van immediately began a defence, to which it is 
impossible to do justice; so exuberantly did he suit. 
the action to the word. and the word to the action. 
“Och! your honour, there is something the matter 
with me,’ he began; at the same time putting two 
of his fingers perpendicularly over his forehead to 
imitate that Mrs. Sullivan had played him false. 
He then went into a long story about a Misthe 
Burke, who lodged in his house, and had taken the 
liberty in assisting him in his conjugal duties, 
‘without any lave from him at all.’ ‘It was one 
night in particular,’ he said, ‘that he went, he 
himself. went to bed betimes in the little back 
parlour, quite entirely sick with the headache. 
Misther Burke was out from home, and, when the 
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MOTHER: Oh, Ethel, you’ve forgotten the eggs. 
ETHEL: No, mum; | got them first. 
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shop was shut up, Mrs. Sullivan went out ye 
he didn’t much care for that, only he thous” pe 
might as well have stayed at home, and ell » 
couldn’t go to sleep for thinking of it. W ori 
one o’clock in the morning.’ he continued, ! go 
his voice into a sort of loud whisper, ‘2" gf 
o'clock in the morning Misther Burke let® © pl: 
in with the key that he had, and goes uP ban 0 
and I thought nothing at all; but presently I goo” 
something come tap, tap, tap at the stree got 
The minute after comes down Misther Burk se 
opens the door, and sure it was Mary—Mi i, of 
Sullivan that is. more’a the pity! and d—la” 
came to see after me at all in the Little se 
parlour, but upstairs she goes after Misther tl 
“Och!” says I. “but there’s something the ” 
with me this night!” and I got up with the 2%, a 
o’th’ head of me. and went into the shoP 
for a knife, but I couldn’t get one by no ma” pe 
I creeps upstairs, step by step, step by ste? oft 
Mr. Sullivan walked on tin-toe all across ~ 
to show the magistrate how quietly he went 
stairs), and when I gets to the top I sees n 
the gash (gas), coming through the chink “st 
windy curtains—I sees ’em, and “Och, 
Sullivan!’ sas he; and “Och, Misther Burke’ 
she; and “Och, botheration!” says I to 0 
“and what will I do now?”’ He saw enous! “oi! 
vince him that he was dishonoured; that, PY pif 
accident or other, he disturbed the guilt¥. Pro 
whereupon Mrs. Sullivan crept under Mr. a jp"? 
hed to hide herself: that Mr. Sullivan rusbey of 
the room and dragged her from under the ; 
her ‘wicked leg;’ and that he felt about th yi 
table in the corner, where Mr. Burke ke fe 
bread and cheese, in the hope of finding a * if 
“* And what would you have done with ! 
haadl found it?’ asked his worship. . 
“«Tq it what I would have done with i 
honour asks?’ exclaimed Mr. Sullivan, almost. it 
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with rage. ‘Is it what I would have done © 

only that I'd have dagged it into the heart — pi N 
at fhat same time? As he said this he thre i Ry 
self into an attitude of wild desperation, 

a tremendous lunge, as if in the very 

slaughter, NN 


“To make short of a long story, he did ao 
the knife. Mr. Burke barricaded himeelf in Y P 
and Mr. Sullivan turned his wife out of 40%” 4 ff 

“The magistrate ordered him to find sy 
keep the peace towards his wife and all pr “¢ 
subjects; and told him if his wife was ind pe 
he had represented her to be, he must seek 
violent mode of separation than the knife 
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BRa. GRAND VARIETIES. 
be Daily, 2.30, 6.10, and 8.45, 
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Nightly, 8.15: Mat., Thurs., Sat., 2.30. 
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PICTURE THEATRE. 
®ily, 1.45 to 10,30 (Sundays, 6 to 10.30). 

he Programme changed twice weekly. 


Kingsway. 


SALLERY, Regent St. 
°ntinuous Daily. 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11). 


~~ Prices. 1s. 3d. to 5s. (inel.). 
S, At the Coliseum. 
tp * 


a are ® Coliseum, this week, we find Talbot 
¥en ' after his successful world-tour, now has 
dot, of his own. and apart from his genius, 
that he is heftier and more genial than 


% TALBOT O’FARRELL. 
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season, and the week’s programme is as follows:— 
Mon., May 14th, First Production of Gustay Hoist’s 
“The Perfect Fool;’’ Tues., 15th, ‘ Rhinegold;” -Wed., 
Mat,, 16th, ‘“‘M. Butterfly ;’ Wed. Eve., 16th, “‘Sam- 
son;” Thurs., 17th, “ Valkyrie;” Fri., 18th., “‘ Phoebus 


and Pam,” followed by ‘The Perfect Fool,” Sat., 
Mat.. 19th, ‘‘ Hansel.” Sat eve., 19th, ‘‘ Faust.” 
LYCEUM, 
The Lyceum Theatre has scored a big success 


with Walter and Frederick Melville’s new drama, 
“A Night of Temptation,” and is playing to 
crowded houses nightly. 


THE EMPIRE. 


’ 


“The Rainbow” at the Empire is a pronounced 
success, and we have no doubt that this splendid 
Revue will continue to fill the house for some time to 
come. Mr. Clifford Cobbe, who is one of our hand- 
somest actors, has developed extraordinary gifts as 
a comedian, and is firmly established as an Empire 
favourite. In “The Rainbow” Sir Alfred Butt has 
secured a great West End success. 


DRURY LANE THEATRE, 


Drury Lane Theatre has re-opened with Arthur 
Shirley’s new play, ““Ned Kean of Old Drury,” and 
promises to be a huge siccess. 


THE KING’S THEATRE, HAMMERSMITH. 


“Eliza Comes to Stay” fills the bill at the King’s 


Theatre, Hammersmith. 


QUEEN’S THEATRE, 


“Blue Beard’s &th Wife” still continues to at- 
tract large audiences at the Queen’s Theatre. By 
the way, Mr. Norman McKinnel has resumed his old 
part of ‘ John Brown,” 


Savage Club Ladies’ Dinner.—Sir Herbert Morgan, 
K.B.E.. will take the chair at the Savage Club la- 
dies’ dinner. which will be held at the Hotel Cecil 
on Sunday, May 13th. Among the guests will be 
Miss Marie Tempest and Miss Sheila Kay Smith. 


The London Sunday School Choir holds its Mu- 
sical Festival at the Crystal Palace on Saturday, 
June 2nd. A children’s pageant and march past at 
11.30, choir and orchestra competition at 11 and 8.30, 


Pre-paid Small Advertisements. 


Advertisements are received under the above 
heading and inserted in “‘ The Half-Holiday” at 
the rate of Twopence per Word. No display ts 
permitted, and the Publishers reserve the right 
Of declining any advertisement which does not 
meet with their approval, 


The Minimum Charge for any Advertisement 
is Two Shillings and Sixpence. 


J. B. WEDGE (Established 1800), Manufacturers 
of Van and Lorry Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water- 
proof Olothing. Marquees and Tents on Hire. 
Tackle, Ropes and Twines, Inside and Onutaide 
Blinds, Scenery Canvas and Stage Oloths, Gause 
Business Signs, Mats and Matting, Banners, Decora- 
tions and Flags of All Nations.—Note the Addrese— 
288, Walworth Road, London, 8.E.17. Telephone: 
Hop 1015. 


BE HEALTHY AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
Exercisers and Developers. Obtainable at all 
athletic outfitters. 


PORTRAITS (by an expert Artist and Academy 
Exhibitor) REPRODUCED FROM ANY PHOTO- 
GRAPH in Water Colour. Any size quoted up to 
and including 20in. by l6in, All pictures guaran- 
teed perfect likenesses, and highly and artistdcally 
painted. Send P.O. (10s. 6d.) and photo, with full 
particulars, to—J PICKERING, 438, Norwood Road, 
8.E.27. Money returned if unsatisfactory. 


WM. C. DAVIS (late of ‘ Bedford’s,’”’ Fenchurch 
Street. E.C.), the Brixtonian Bookseller, Stationer, 
and Tobacconist, 29, Robsart Street, Brixton, S.W. 9. 
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a junior choir concert at 2, and an aduit concert at 
6, are the events of the day. 


During June and July two houses a night plays 
will be put on at the East Ham Palace, and a rever- 
sion to variety will follow in August. This is a 
continuation of a custom which has proved very 
successful at this house. 
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On Sale at leading Chemists & Stores 
Full instractions and descripttve pamphlets, 
Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/€ 
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™ 190/101, Bhoe Lane, London, E.6.A 


Linen Permanently Protected. 


JOHN BOND’S 
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MARKING INK. 


_ IS FOR EVER INDELIBLE. 
FOR USE WITH OR WITHOUT HEATING 
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